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LORDINGS, LISTEN TO OUR LAY 


ORDINGS, listen to our lay ~ 
We have come from far away 
To seek Christmas ; 
In this mansion we are told 
He his yearly feast doth hold; 
"Tis to-day! 

May joy come from God above, 
To all those who Christmas love. 


Lordings, I now tell you true, 

Christmas bringeth unto you 
Only mirth; 

His house he fills with many a dish 

Of bread and meat and also fish, 
To grace the day. 

May joy come from God above, 

To all those who Christmas love. 


Lordings, through our army’s band 

They say - who spends with open hand 
Free and fast, 

And oft regales his many friends~ 

God gives him double what he spends, 
To grace the day. 

May joy come from God above, 

To all those who Christmas love. 


LORDINGS, LISTEN TO OUR LAY 


Lordings, wicked men eschew, 

In them never shall you view 
Aught that’s good; 

Cowards are the rabble rout, 

Kick and beat the grumblers out, 
To grace the day. 

May joy come from God above, 

To all those who Christmas love. 


To English ale and Gascon wine, 

And French, doth Christmas much incline - 
And Anjou’s, too; 

He makes his neighbour freely drink, 

So that in sleep his head doth sink 
Often by day. 

May joy come from God above, 

To all those who Christmas love. 


Lords, by Christmas and the host 
Of this mansion hear my toast ~ 
Drink it well- 
Each must drain his cup of wine, 
And I the first will toss off mine: 
Thus I advise. 
Here then I bid you all Wassail, 
Cursed be he who will not say, Drinkhail. 
May joy come from God above, 
To all those who Christmas love. 


Anglo-Norman Carol, translated by F. Douce. 
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NOWELL, ELL, ELL, ELL, 
MARY WAS GREETED BY GABRIEL. 


ARY mother, meek and mild, 
Fro shame and sin that ye us shield, 
For great on ground ye go with child, 
Gabriele nuncio. 


Mary mother, be not adread, 
Jesu is in your body bred, 
And of your breast He will be fed, 
Cum pudoris lilio. 


Mary mother, the fruit of thee 

For us was nailéd on a tree, 

In heaven is now His majesty, 
. Fulget Resurreccio. 


Mary mother, the thirdé day 

Up He rose, as I you say, 

To hell He took the righté way, 
Motu fertur proprio. 


Mary mother, after thy Son, 

Up thou styest with Him to wone; 

_ The angels were glad when thou wert come, 
In celi palacio. 


Fifteenth Century. 


REGINA CELI, LETARE 


ABRIEL, that angel bright, 
Brighter than the sun is light, 
From heaven to earth he took his flight. 
Letare. 


In Nazareth, that great city, 
Before a maiden he kneeled on knee, 
And said, ‘Mary, God is with thee. 


Letare.’ 
‘Hail, Mary, full of grace, 
God is with thee and ever was; 
He hath in thee chosen a place. 

Letare.’ 


Mary was afraid of that sight, 

That came to her with so great light. 

Then said the angel that was so bright, 
‘Letare.’ 


‘Be not aghast of least nor most, 

In thee is conceived the Holy Ghost, 

To save the souls that were for-lost. 
Letare.’ 

Fifteenth Century. 
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WHAT, HEARD YE NOT, THE KING OF 
JERUSALEM 


SHALL you tell a great marvel, 
I How an angel, for our avail, 
Came to a maid, and said: « All hail!’ 
What, heard ye not, the King of Jerusalem 
_ Isnow born in Bethlehem? 


‘ All hail,’ he said, ‘and full of grace, 

God is with thee now in this place, 

A child thou shalt bear in little space.’ 
What, heard ye not, the King of Jerusalem 
Is now born in Bethlehem? 


‘A child!’ she said. ‘How may that be? 

There had never no man knowledge of me.’ 

‘The Holy Ghost,’ he said, ‘shall light in thee.’ 
What, heard ye not, the King of Jerusalem 
Is now born in Bethlehem? 


‘And as thou art, so shalt thou be,’ 
The angel said, ‘in virginity, 
Before and after in every degree.’ 
What, heard ye not, the King of Jerusalem 


Is now born in Bethlehem? 
Ul 


WHAT, HEARD YE NOT 


The maid answered the angel again: 

‘If God will that this be sayn, 

The wordés be to me full fain.’ 
What, heard ye not, the King of Jerusalem 
Is now born in Bethlehem? 

Now will we all, in rejoicing 

That we have heard this good tiding, 

To that Child ‘Te Deum’ sing: 


‘Te Deum laudamus.’ 


Before 1536. 


‘QUID PETISVO: Filta 


: UID petis, O Fili?’ 
Mater dulcissima ba ba: 
‘Quid petis, O Fili? 


Michi plausus oscula da da!’ 
So laughing in lap laid, 
So prettily, so pertly, 
So passingly well apaid,’ 
Full softly and full soberly, 
Unto her sweet Son she said: 
‘Quid petis, O Fili?’ 
Mater dulcissima ba ba: 
‘Quid petis, O Fili? 
Michi plausus oscula da da!’ 
* Pleased. 


‘QUID PETIS, O FILI?’ 


The mother full mannerly and meekly asa maid, 
Looking on her little Son so laughing in lap laid, 
So prettily, so pertly, so passingly well apaid, 
So passingly well apaid, 
Full softly and full soberly, 
Unto her Son she said: 

‘Quid petis, O Fili?’ 

Mater dulcissima ba ba: 

‘Quid petis, O Fili? 

Michi plausus oscula da da!’ 


I mean this by Mary, our Maker’s mother of 
might, 
Full lovely looking on our Lord, the Lantern of 
light, 
Thus saying to our Saviour, this saw I in my 
sight; 
This reason that [I] rede in now, I rede it full 
right. 
‘Quid petis, O Fili?’ 
Mater dulcissima ba ba: 
‘Quid petis, O Fili? 
Michi plausus oscula da da!’ 


Musing on her manners so, my word was my 
main, 
Save it pleased me so passingly that past was 
my pain; 
13 


‘QUID PETIS, O FILI?’ 


Yet softly to her sweet Son methought I heard 
her sayn: 
‘Now gracious God, and good sweet Babe, yet 
once again this game. 
“Quid petis, O Fili?” 
Mater dulcissima ba ba: 
“Quid petis, O Fili? 
Michi plausus oscula da da!”’ 


Temp. Henry VII or VIII. 


OUT OF THE ORIENT, CRYSTAL SKIES 


UT of the orient, crystal skies 
O A blazing star did shine, 
Showing the place where poorly lies 
A blessed Babe divine, 


Born of a maid of royal blood 
Who Mary hight by name, 

A sacred rose which once did bud 
By grace of heavenly flame. 


This shining star three kings did guide 
Even from the furthest East, 

To Bethlehem where it betide 
This blessed Babe did rest, 
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OUT OF THE ORIENT, CRYSTAL SKIES 


Laid in a silly manger poor, 
Betwixt an ox and ass, 

Whom these three kings did all adore 
As God's high pleasure was. 


And for the joy of His great birth 
A thousand angels sing: 

‘Glory and peace unto the earth 
Where born is this new King)’ 


The shepherds dwelling there about, 
Where they this news did know, 

Came singing all even in a rout, 
‘Falantidingdido!’ 


About 1613. 


WORSHIP WE THIS HOLY DAY, 
THAT ALL INNOCENTS FOR US PRAY. 


EROD that was both wild and wode, 
Full much he shed of Christian blood, 
To slay that Child so meek of mood, 
That Mary bare, that clean may. 


Mary with Jesu forth yfraught, 
As the angel her taught, 
To flee the land till it were sought, 


To Egypt she took her way. 
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WORSHIP WE THIS HOLY DAY 


Herod slew with pride and sin 
Thousands of two year and within; 
The body of Christ he thought to win 
And to destroy the Christian fay. 


Now Jesus that didst die for us on the Rood, 
And didst christen innocents in their blood, 
By the prayer of Thy mother good, 

Bring us to bliss that lasteth ay. 


Before 1529. 


GOD REST YOU MERRY, GENTLEMEN 


OD rest you merry, Gentlemen, 
Let nothing you dismay, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
Was born upon this day, 
To save us all from Satan’s power, 

When we were gone astray. 

O tidings of comfort and joy, 

For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 


Christmas Day. 


In Bethlehem in Jewry 
This blessed babe was born, 
And laid within a manger 
Upon this blessed morn; 
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GOD REST YOU MERRY, GENTLEMEN 


The which His mother Mary 
Nothing did take in scorn. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


From God our heavenly Father 
A blessed angel came, 
And unto certain shepherds 
Brought tidings of the same, 
How that in Bethlehem was born 
The Son of God by name. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


‘Fear not,’ then said the angel, 
‘Let nothing you affright, 
This day is born a Saviour 
Of virtue, power, and might; 
So frequently to vanquish all 
The friends of Satan quite.’ 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


The shepherds at those tidings 
Rejoicéd much in mind, 
And left their flocks a-feeding 
In tempest, storm, and wind, 
c 17 


GOD REST YOU MERRY, GENTLEMEN 


And went to Bethlehem straightway, 
This blessed Babe to find. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


But when to Bethlehem they came, 
Whereas this Infant lay, 
They found Him in a manger 
Where oxen feed on hay; 
His mother Mary kneeling 
Unto the Lord did pray. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


Now to the Lord sing praises, 
All you within this place, 
And with true love and brotherhood 
Each other now embrace; 
This holy tide of Christmas 
All others doth deface. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was born on 
Christmas Day. 


Traditional. 


OUT OF YOUR SLEEP ARISE AND WAKE 


UT of your sleep arise and wake, 
For God mankind now hath ytake, 
3 All of a maid without any make;'* 


Of all women she beareth the bell. 
Nowell. 


And through a maiden fair and wise 
Now man is made of full great price; 
Now angels kneelen to man’s service; 
And at this time all this befell. 
Nowell. 


Now man is brighter than the sun; 
Now man in heaven on high shall wone; 
Blessed be God, this game is begun, 
And His mother empress of hell. 
Nowell. 


That ever was thrall, now is he free; 
That ever was small, now great is she; 
Now shall God deem both thee and me 
Unto His bliss, if we do well. 
Nowell. 


* Mate. 


OUT OF YOUR SLEEP ARISE AND WAKE 


Now man may to heaven wend; 
Now heaven and earth to him they bend; 
He that was foe now is our friend. 
This is no nay that I you tell. 
Nowell. 


Now blessed Brother, grant us grace, 
At Doomésday to see Thy face, 
And in Thy court to havea place, 
That we may there sing nowell. 
Nowell. 


About 1450. 


THIS DAY 


An heavenly song, I dare well say, 
Is sung on earth to man this day. 


HIS is the song that ye shall hear, 

Ged is come from His empire, 

And is made man with high desire, 
This day. 


He took our kind all of a maid, 

By ox and ass He was ylaid, 

Now is fulfilled that Scripture said, 
This day. 
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THIS DAY 


Ay I wonder this in my mind, 

That He that all may loose and bind, 

Would be laid by beasts unkind, 
This day. 


He isa lord and by nature 
A maiden’s breast he sucked full pure. 
Heaven and earth be in His cure, 


This day. 
About 1450. 


NOW IS WELL, AND ALL THINGS 
ARIGHT 


OW is well, and all things aright, 
And Christ is come as a true knight; 
For our Brother is King of might, 
The fiend to fleme’ and all his. 
Thus the fiend is put to flight, 
And all his boast abated is. 


- Sithen it is, well must we do, 
For there is none but one of two, 
Heaven to get or heaven forego, 
Other mean none there is; 
I counsel you, since it is so, 
That you well do to win you bliss. 


7 Rout. 
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NOW IS WELL 


Now is well and all is well, 
And right well, so have I bliss; 
And sithen all things are so well, 
I rede we do no more amiss. 


Fifteenth century. 


ALL BELLS IN PARADISE 


VER yonder’s a park, which is newly 
begun, 
All bellsi in Paradise, I heard them a- 
ring; 


Which is silver on the outside and gold within, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


And in that park there stands a hall, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Which is covered all over with purple and pall, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


And in that hall there stands a bed, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Which is hung all round with silk curtains so 
red, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 
22 


ALL BELLS IN PARADISE 


And in that bed there lies a knight, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Whose wounds they do bleed by day and by 
night, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


At that bedside there lies a stone, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Which is our blessed Virgin Mary then kneel- 
ing on, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


At that bed’s foot there lies a hound, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Which is licking the blood as it daily runsdown, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


At that bed’s head there grows a thorn, 
All bells in Paradise I heard them a-ring; 
Which wasneverso blossomed since Christ was 
born, 
And I love sweet Jesus above all thing. 


Traditional. 
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MAN, BE MERRY 


Man, be joyful and mirth thou make, 
For Christ is made man for thy sake. 


AN, be merry, I thee rede, 
But beware what mirths thou make; 
M Christ is clothéd in thy weed, 

And He is made man for thy sake. 


He came fro His Father’s seat, 
Into this world to be thy make; 
Man, beware how thou Him treat, 
For He is made man for thy sake. 


Lord thou mercy every cry, 
Now and alway, rathe’ and late; 


And He will set thee wonder high, 
For He is made man for thy sake. 


Temp. Henry VII or VIII. 


* Mate. * Early. 
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A HYMN ON THE NATIVITY OF MY 
SAVIOUR 


SING the birth was born to-night, 
ll The Author both of life and light; 
The angels so did sound it. 
And like the ravished shepherds said, 
Who saw the light and were afraid, 
Yet searched, and true they found it. 


The Son of God, th’ eternal King, 

That did us all salvation bring, 
And freed the soul from danger; 

He whom the whole world could not take, 

The Word, which heaven and earth did make, 
Was now laid in a manger. 


The Father’s wisdom willed it so, 

The Son’s obedience knew no No, 
Both wills were in one stature; 

And as that wisdom had decreed, 

The Word was now made flesh indeed, 
And took on Him our nature. 


What comfort by Him do we win, 
Who made Himself the price of sin, 
To make us heirs of glory! 
To see this Babe all innocence; 
A Martyr born in our defence; 
Can man forget the story? 


Ben Jonson. 1573(?)-1637. 
d 25 


FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 
[essen Babe, who this dear day 


Did’st change Thine heaven for our clay, 
And did’st with flesh Thy Godhead veil, 
Eternal Son of God, all hail! 


Shine, happy star; ye angels, sing 

Glory on high to heaven's King; 

Run, shepherds, leave your nightly watch, 
See heaven come down to Bethlehem’s cratch." 


Worship, ye sages of the east, 

The King of gods in meanness dressed ; 
O blessed maid, smile and adore 

The God thy womb and arms have bore. 


Star, angels, shepherds, and wise sages, 
Thou virgin glory of all ages, 


Restoréd frame of heaven and earth, 
Joy in your dear Redeemer’s birth! 


Bishop Hall. 1574-1656. 
* Crib. 
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CHRISTMAS 


LL after pleasures as I rode one day, 
My horse and I both tired, body and 
mind, 
With full cry of affections quite astray, 
I took up in the next inn I could find. 


There, when I came, whom found I but my dear- 
My dearest Lord; expecting till the grief 

Of pleasures brought me to Him, ready there 
To be all passengers’ most sweet relief? 


O Thou, whose glorious yet contracted light 
Wrapt in night’s mantle, stole into a manger; 

Since my dark soul and brutish is Thy right, 
To man, of all beasts be not Thou a stranger; 


Furnishand deck my soul, that Thou maysthave 
A better lodging than a rack or grave. 
The shepherds sing; and shall I silent be? 
My God, no hymn for Thee? 
My soul’s a shepherd too; a flock it feeds 
Of thoughts and words and deeds. 
The pastureis Thy word, thestreams Thy grace, 
Enriching every place. 


Shepherd and flock shall sing, and all my powers 


Outsing the daylight hours. 
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CHRISTMAS 


Then we will chide the sun for letting night 
Take up his place and right: 
We sing one common Lord; wherefore He 
should 
Himself the candle hold. 


I will go searching till I find a sun 
Shall stay till we have done; 

A willing shiner, that shall shine as gladly 
As frost-nipt suns look sadly. 

Then we will sing and shine all our own day, 
And one another pay. 

His beams shall cheer my heart, and both so 

twine, 
Till een his beams sing and my music shine. 


George Herbert, 1593-1633. 


THE BURNING BABE 


S lin hoary winter's night stood shivering 
in the snow, 


Surprised I was with sudden heat which 
made my heart to glow; 


And lifting up a fearful eye to view whatfire was 
near, 
A pretty Babe all burning bright did in the air 
appear, 
28 


THE BURNING BABE 


Who scorchéd with excessive heat such floods 
of tears did shed, 

As though his floods should quench his flames 
which with his tears were fed. 


‘Alas!’ quoth he, ‘but newly born in fiery 
heats I fry, 

Yet none approach to warm their hearts or feel 
my fire but I! 


‘My faultless heart the furnace is, the fuel 
wounding thorns; 

Love is the fire and sighs the smoke, the ashes 
shame and scorns; 


‘The fuel Justice layeth on, and Mercy blows 
the coals; 

The metal in this furnace wrought are men’s 
defiléd souls; 


‘For which, as now on firelam, to work them to 
their good, 

So will I melt into a bath to wash them in my 
blood.’ 


With that he vanished out of sight and swiftly 
shrunk away, 

And straightway I called into mind that it was 
Christmas Day. 


Robert Southwell, 1595. 
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CHRIST'S NATIVITY’ 


WAKE, glad heart! get up and sing! 
\\ Itis the birthday of thy King. 
Awake! Awake! 
The sun doth shake 
Light from his locks, and all the way 


Breathing perfumes, doth spice the day. 


Awake! awake! hark how th’ woodrings, 
Winds whisper, and the busy springs 

A concert make. 

Awake! Awake! 
Man is their high priest, and should rise 
To offer up the sacrifice. 


I would I weresome bird, or star, 
Fluttering in woods, or lifted far 
Above this inn 
And road of sin; 
Then either star or bird should be 
Shining or singing still to Thee. 


I would I had in my best part 

Fit rooms for Thee! or that my heart 
Were so clean as 
Thy manger was! 


Silex Scintillans, 
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CHRIST’S NATIVITY 


But I am all filth, and obscene; 
Yet, if Thou wilt, Thou can’st make me clean. 


Sweet Jesu! will then. Let no more 
This leper haunt and soil Thy door! 
Cure him, ease him, 
O release him! 
And let once more, by mystic birth, 
The Lord of life be born in earth. 


Henry Vaughan, 1650-65. 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
Chorus 


HAT sweeter music can we bring, 
Than a carol, for to sing 
The birth of this our heavenly King? 


Awake the voice! Awake the string! 
Heark, ear, and eye, and everything, 
Awake! the while the active finger 
Runs divisions with the singer. 


(From the flourish they come to the song.) 


Dark and dull night, fly hence away, 
And give the honour to this day, 
That sees December turn’d to May. 
If we may ask the reason, say 
31 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 


The why and wherefore all things here 
Seem like the springtime of the year? 
Why does the chilling winter’s morn 
Smile like a field beset with corn? 

Or smell like to a mead new-shorn, 
Thus on the sudden? Come and see 
The cause why things thus fragrant be: 
"Tis He is born whose quickening birth 
Gives life and lustre public mirth 

To heaven and the under-earth. 


Chorus. We see Himcome, and know Himours, 
Who with His sunshine and His showers 
Turns all the patient ground to flowers. 


The Darling of the world is come, 
And fit it is we find a room 

To welcome Him. The nobler part 
Of all the house here, is the heart. 


Chorus. Which we will give him; and bequeath 
This holly and this ivy wreath, 


To do him honour who’s our King, 
The Lord of all this revelling. 


Robert Herrick, 1648. 
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THE HOLLY AND THE IVY! 


HE holly and the ivy 
Now are both well grown; 
Of all the trees that are in the wood 


The holly bears the crown. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


The holly bears a blossom 
As white as lily flower; 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ, 
To be our sweet Saviour. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


The holly bears a berry, 
As red as any blood; 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
To do poor sinners good. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


‘ Printed in a broadside as early as 1710. 
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THE HOLLY AND THE IVY 


The holly bears a prickle 
As sharp as any thorn; 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
On Christmas day in the morn. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


The holly bears a bark 
As bitter as any gall; 
And Mary bore sweet Jesus Christ 
For to redeem us all. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


The holly and the ivy 
Now are both well grown; 
Of all the trees that are in the wood, 
The holly bears the crown. 
The rising of the sun, 
The running of the deer, 
The playing of the merry organ, 
Sweet singing in the choir. 


Traditional. 
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A GREETING ON NEW YEAR’S 
MORNING 


EWELLIS preciouscan I none find to sell 

To send to you, my Sovereign, this New 
Year’s morrow, 

Wherefor, for luck and good hansel, 
My heart I send you, and Saint Johntoborrow, 
That an C’* years withouten adversity and 
sorrow 
Ye may live; I pray to God that ye so may 
And of aH your desires to send you hastily 
ot.’ 


Beseeching you, dear heart, as entirely as I can 
Totakeingree this poor gift onely for my sake, 
As is the custom and hath been many a day, 
One friend to another give and take. 
Rich is it not, great boast of to make, 
Save a heart is remembrative to you in 
every stounde 
The which perished once, yet green is the 
wound. 


That it be yours, truly it is my list; 
My possession and my part thereof I deny ; 


* Hundred. ? Fulfilment. 
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A GREETING 
And as touching to this old world called «had I 


wist,’ 
Unto my life’s end full I defy. 
Palamon gave his heart to Emely; 
He vouched itno better, norrepented it less 
Than I do of this gift, God I take to witness. 


My purpose hath been long my heart thus to 
chast, 
And till this year’s day I durst not for shame. 
Men say that nothing is so free as gift, 
And to take it again I were full to blame. 
Butas in that default I will not lese my name, 
So that I give once be given for evermore, 
For this hath love and truth I learned me 
the lore, 
Evermore- without change for ever 
Till body and soul part and dissever. 


From Lambeth MS. 306. 
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Et qui bon Francois si sera 
Comme les bestes autrefois 
Conditor 

Célébrons la naissance 

Une vierge pucelle 

Laissez paitre vos bestes 
Entre le boeuf et le bouvet 
Ou s’en vont ces gais bergers 
Lorsqu’en la saison 
N’avez-vous point oui chanter 
Le chant des anges 

Entrez-y tous en sureté 

Qui chantera Noel 

Je vois la grange sacrée 

A la venue de Noel 

Or nous dites, Marie 
Chantons Noel, Noel 

Nous étions trois bergerettes 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Entre le boeuf et l’ane gris 


The Publishers are indebted to Madame G. van 
Roy and Mr. C. A. Miles for assistance in com- 
piling this selection of French Christmas poems. 
The task is not easy, for the most charming 
Noels are only too often enshrined in a patois 
incomprehensible to any but the student. Of 
such are the Noels Bourguignons of Bernard de 
la Monnoye. Brevity, also, did notalways appeal 
to the author, so that some of the longest poems 
here printed are, perforce, curtailed. Readers 
interested in pursuing the subject may usefully 
refer to ‘ Vieux Noels,’ published by Libaros of 
Nantes in 1876, or the immense collection of 
sacred poetry contained in ‘Dictionnaire de 
Noels et de Cantiques,’ Volume LXIII of Migne’s 
‘Encyclopédie Théologique,’ Paris, 1867. 


POINT DECHANTERNESE TIENDRA 
NOEL! A GRAND’HALENEE: 
ET SON BIEN LUI CROISTRA 
MOULT LE LONG DE L’ANNEE. 
AMEN. 
NOEL! 
NOEL! 


Ke QUI BON FRANCOIS SI SERA, 


Noel gothique du X Vle siécle. 


COMME LES BESTES AUTREFOIS 


OMME les bestes autrefois 

( Parloient mieux latin que francois, 
Le coq, de loin voyant le fait, 

S’écria: Christus natus est. 
Le boeuf, d’un air tout ébaubi, 
Demande: Ubi? Ubi? Ubi? 
La chévre, se tordant le groin, 
Répond que c’est 4 Béthléem. 
Maistre Baudet, curiosus 
Del aller voir, dit: Eamus; 
Et, droit sur ses pattes, le veau 
Beugle deux fois: Volo, Volo! 


Traditionnel. 


CONDITOR 


ONDITOR fut le nompareil 
Qui fist la Lune et le Soleil, 
Et les Estoiles pour tout vrai; 
Noel c’est un nom sans pareil. 


Tu créas tant que nous avons, 
Ciel et terre, mer et poissons, 
Et pour ce dire en doit-on: 
Exaudi preces supplicum. 


Qui condolens, sire, tu fus, 
Du péché qui d’Eve faict fut; 
Donc tout le monde était perdu, 
Situ ne l’eusses secouru. 


Tu as pris incarnation 
En la Vierge de grand renom; 
D’elle naquis comme enfancon, 
Donans eis remedium. 


Vergente mundi vespere, 
Vespre estait jour aveuglé, 
Quand de la chambre a l’espousée 
Yssis pour nous rendre clarté. 


C’est la chambre ou est toute beauté, 
C’est la chambre ot Dieu s’énombra, 
Ceste cloture le déferma, 

Virginis matris clausula. 


CONDITOR 


Cujus forti; force est en toy, 
Pére et fils, souverain roy, 
Si grand que tout s’incline en toy; 
C'est raison, ainsi je le croy. 


Obeir 4 toy nous fauldra, 
Ciel, terre, tant qu'il y aura, 
Puisqu’en enfer ou pleurs y a, 
Nutu fatentur subdita. 


Te deprecamur agie. 
Nous te prions par amitie, 
A joinctes mains, genoulx fléchez 
Metz nos ames a sauveté. 


Roy du ciel, notre Seigneur, 
Deffendez-nous de l’ennemy, 
Que le peuple ne soyt trahy, 
Hostis a telo perfidi. 


Laus, honor, louange et honneur! 
Grace, paix, liesse, grandeur, 
Le Pére, et Fils, et Saint-Esprit; 
Soict faict en nous toute doulceur. 


Icy Conditor finira 
En Francoys, car plusn’en ya, 
Et pour ce dire nous fauldra 
In sempiterna secula. 


Amen Noel. 
XVle siécle 


Lge) 


CELEBRONS LA NAISSANCE 


ELEBRONS la naissance 
Nostri Salvatoris, 
S Qui fait la complaisance 
Dei sui Patris: 
Cet enfant tout aimable, 
In nocte media, 
Est né dans une étable, 
De casta Maria. 


Cette heureuse nouvelle, 
Olim Pastoribus, 

Par un ange fidelle, 

Fuit nuntiatus. 

Leur disant: Laissez paitre 
In agro viridi; 

Venezvoir notre Maitre, 
Filiumque Dei. 


A cette voix céleste, 
Omnes hi Pastores, 

D’un air doux et modeste, 
Et multum gaudentes, 
Incontinent marchérent 
Relicto pecore. 

Tous ensemble arrivérent 
In Bethleem Judae. 


UNE VIERGE PUCELLE 


Jamais pareilles fétes, 
Judicio omnium, 

Méme jusques aux bétes 
Testantur gaudium; 
Enfin cette naissance 
Cunctis creaturis, 
Donne réjouissance 

Et replet gaudiis. 


Qu’on ne soit insensible! 
Adeamus omnes 

A Dieu rendu passible, 
Propter nos mortales, 

Et tous, de compagnie, 
Deprecemur eum 

Qu la fin de la vie, 

Det regnum beatum. 


UNE VIERGE PUCELLE 


NE Vierge pucelle 
De noble coeur, 
Priant en sa chambrette 


Son créateur, 
L’ange du ciel descendant sur la terre, 
Luy conta le mystére 
De nostre salvateur. 


UNE VIERGE PUCELLE 


La pucelle esbahie 
De ceste voix, 
Elle se print a dire 
Pour ceste fois: 
Comment pourra s'accomplir telle affaire, 
Car jamais n’eus affaire 
A nul homme qui soyt. 


Ne te soucie, Marie, 
Aucunement, 
Celui qui seigneurie 
Au firmament, 
Son Saint-Esprit te fera apparaitre, 
Dont tu pourras connaitre 
Tout cest enfantement. 


Sans douleur et sans peine, 
Et sans tourment, 
Neuf mois seras enceinte 
De cet enfant; 
Quand ce viendra a le poser sur terre, 
Jésus faut qu’on l’appelle, 
Roy sur tout triomphant. 


Lors fut tant consolée 
De ces beaux dits, 
Qu'Elle pensait quasi étre 
En Paradis; 
Se soubmettant du tout a lui complaire, 
Disant: Voicy l’ancelle 
Du Sauveur Jésus-Christ. 


LAISSEZ PAITRE VOS BESTES 


Mon ame magnifie 
Dieu mon Sauveur, 

Mon esprit glorifie 
Son Créateur: 

Car il aeu regard sur son ancelle, 

Que la terre universelle 

Me soit gloire et honneur. 
Amen. Noel. 


X Vie siécle. 


LAISSEZ PAITRE VOS BESTES 


AISSEZ paitre vos bestes 
Pastoureaux, par monts et par vaux; 
Laissez paitre vos bestes, 
Et allons chanter Nau. 


Jai oui chanter le rossignol, 
Qui chantoit un chant si nouveau, 
Si haut, si beau, 
Si résonneau, 
Il m’y rompoit la téte, 
Tant il chantoit et flageoloit: 
Adonc pris ma houlette 
Pour aller voir Naulet. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 
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LAISSEZ PAITRE VOS BESTES 


Je m’enquis au berger Naulet, 
As-tu oui le rossignolet, 
Tant joliet, 
Qui gringuelotait 
La haut sur une épine? 
Oui, dit-il, je I’ai oui, 
Jen ai pris ma buzine 
Et m’en suis réjoui. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 


Nous dimes tous une chanson 
Les autres en vinrent au son, 
Chacun prenant 
Son compagnon: 
Je prendrai Guillemette, 
Margot tu prendras gros Guillot; 
Qui prendra Péronelle? 
Ce sera Talebot. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 


Nous courtimes de grand’roideur 
Pour voir notre doux Rédempteur 
Et Créateur 
Et Formateur, 
Qui était tendre d’aage 
Et sans linceux en grand besoin, 
I] gisait en la créche 
Sur un botteau de foin. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 


LAISSEZ PAITRE VOS BESTES 


Sa mére avecque lui était: 
Et Joseph si lui éclairait, 
Point ne semblait 
Au beau fillet, 
I] n’était point son pére; 
Je l'apergus bien au cameau (visage) 
I] semblait a sa mére, 
Encore est-il plus beau. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 


Nous le vismes doux, esbaudy, 
Je luy donnai une brebis, 
Au petit fils 
Une mauvis; 
La jolie Péronnelle 
Et Margot lui donna du laict 
Une pleine escuelle 
Couvert d’un volet. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 


Or prions tous ce Roy des Roys 
Quil nous donne a tous bon Noel 
Et bonne paix 
De nos meffaicts: 
Ne veuille avoir mémoire 
De nos péchez, nous pardonner, 
A ceux du Purgatoire, 
Leurs péchez effacer. 
Laissez paitre, etc. 
Amen Noel. 


X Vile siécie. 15 


ENTRE LE B@UP ET LE BOUVET 


NTRE le beeuf et le bouvet, 
Noel nouvellet, 
Voulust Jésus nostre maisire, 
En un petit hostelet, 
Noel nouvellet, 
En ce pauvre monde naistre, 


O Noel nouvellet! 


Ne couche, ne bercelet, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Ne trouvérent en cette estre, 

Fors ung petit drappelet, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Pour envelopper le maistre, 
O Noel nouvellet! 


En celuy temps il gelait, 
Noel nouvellet, 

A dextre et a senestre, 

En ce lieu le vent coulet, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Tout aussi comme en ung cloistre, 
O Noel nouvellet! 


Joseph ce bonne hommelet, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Mercya le Roy céleste, 

Marie de son propre laict, 
Noel nouvellet, 


OU S’EN VONT CES GAIS BERGERS 


Doulcement le voulust paistre, 
O Noel nouvellet! 


Jesus, ce doux aignelet, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Voulust ainsy apparoistre, 

Pour nous montrer par effect, 
Noel nouvellet, 

Comme pauvre debvons estre, 
O Noel nouvellet! 


Prions-le de coeur parfaict, 
Noel nouvellet, 
Qu’il nous doint si bien cognoistre, 
Le mal que nous avons faict, 
Noel nouvellet, 
Que soyons a sa main dextre, 
O Noel nouvellet! 
Que soyons a sa main dextre. 
Amen. Noel. 


X Vie siécle. 


OU S’EN VONT CES GAIS BERGERS 


U SEN VONT ces gais bergers 
Ensemble cote a cote? ~ 
Nous allons voir Jésus-Christ 
Né dedans une grotte. 


OU SEN VONT CES GAIS BERGERS 


Ouest-il, le petit nouveau-né? 
Le verrons-nous encore? 


Nous allons voir Jésus-Christ, 
Né dedans une grotte: 
Pour venir avecque nous, 
La Margot se décrotte. 
Otest-il, le petit nouveau-né? etc. 


Aussi fait la belle Alix 
Qui a troussé sa cotte, 
De peur du mauvais chemin, 
Craignant qu'on ne la crotte. 
Ou est-il, le petit nouveau-né? etc. 


En l’étable ot n’y avait 
Ni fenétre, ni porte, 
Ils sont tous entrés dedans 
D’une ame trés-dévote. 
Otest-il, le petit nouveau-né? etc. 


La ils ont vu le Sauveur 
Dessus la chevenotte; 
Marie est auprés, pleurant, 
Joseph la réconforte. 
Ou est-il, le petit nouveau-né? ete. 


LORSQU’EN LA SAISON 


L’ane et le boeuf aspirant, 
Chacun d’eux le rechauffe, 
Contre le grand froid cuisant, 
Lequel souffle de céte. 
Ouest-il, le petit nouveau-né? etc. 


Les pasteurs s'agenouillant, 
Un chacun d’eux Il’adore, 
Puis s’en vont riant, dansant 
La courante et la volte. 
Ouest-il, le petit nouveau-né? etc. 


Prions le doux Jésus-Christ 
Qu’enfin il nous conforte, 
Et notre ame au dernier jour 
Dans les Cieux il transporte. 
Ouest-il, le petit mouveau-né? 
Le verrons-nous encore? 


X Vie siécle. 


LORSQU’EN LA SAISON 


ORSQU’EN Ia saison qu'il géle, 
Au monde Jésus-Christ vint, 
L’Ane et le boeuf l’échauffaient 


De leur souffle dans l’étable. .. . 
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LORSQU’EN LA SAISON 


On dit que ces pauvres bétes 
N’eurent pas vu le Poupon, 
Qu’elles se mirent a genoux, 
Humblement baissant la téte. 


Mais le plus beau de histoire, 
Ce fut que l’ane et le boeuf 
Ainsi passérent tout deux 

La nuit sans manger ni boire. 


Bernard de la Monnoye, circa joo. Traduit du 
patois bourguignon. 


N’AVEZ-VOUS POINT OUI CHANTER 


"AVEZ-VOUS point oui chanter, 
Et de charmants Anges annoncer 
La venue du Messie promis? 


Ces tendres agneaux que vous voyez 
Pour le Sauveur sont destinés 
Et nous les lui avons promis! 


Berger, vous étes un peu gaillard; 
Dites-nous, railleries 4 part, 
Le lieu ot Enfant est réduit. 


Il est certain trois puissants Rois 
L’ont adoré, montrant leur foi 
Et a ses pieds se sont soumis. 

20 


LE CHANT DES ANGES 


Sauveur qui étes né pour nous, 
Vous adorant & deux genoux, 
Nous sommes 4 vos lois trés soumis. 


Acceptez ces petits agneaux, 
Ce sont les plus beaux des troupeaux, 
Donnez-nous votre Paradis. 


Francois Gauthier, X Vlle siécle. Bourguignon. 


LE CHANT DES ANGES 
a EZ-NOUS tous, il est dans une créche, 


Couché tout nu entre deux animaux; 
Vous le verrez sur de la paille fraiche, 
Pour le pécheur il endure ces maux: 
L’Amour le presse; 
Et sa tendresse 
Lui font souffrir ces peines et ces travaux. 


Ne craignez rien, il vient dessus la terre 
Pour vous sauver, il vient vous racheter, 
Dans ce beau jour, il en bannit la guerre; 
Venez pasteurs, venez tous l’adorer; 

C’est votre Pére; 

D’un coeur sincére 
A ses genoux, allez-vous prosterner. 
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LE CHANT DES ANGES 


Les bras puissants qui langaient le tonnerre, 
Dans des drapeaux se trouvent emmaillotés; 
Ne craignez pas la peste nila guerre, 
Les fleaux de Dieu par lui sont arrétés; 
Puisqu'il vous aime; 
Faites de méme; 
Et montrez-lui vos libéralités. 


Francois Gauthier, X VIle siécle. Bourguignon. 


ENTREZ-Y TOUS EN SURETE 


NTREZ.-Y tous en sureté, 
Ik Pour vous il vient de naitre; 
C’est pour vous mettre en liberté, 
Et oter de captivité, 
Que pauvre il veut paraitre; 


Sans doute vous reconnaitrez 
Votre Sauveur et Maitre. 


Je vous reconnais, mon Seigneur, 
Pour le Maitre du monde, 

Pour mon Dieu et mon Sauveur; 
Vous étes mon Libérateur: 

Le Ciel, la Terre et Onde 
Publient assez votre grandeur, 
Quoique l’Enfer en gronde. 
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QUI CHANTERA NOEL 


L’Enfant n’aime pas les grandeurs; 

Il nait dans une étable, 

Pour marquer que les vains honneurs 
Et les Palais des Empereurs 

Lui sont désagréables. 

La pauvreté fait Son bonheur, 

Jésus la trouve aimable. 


Christin Prost, X VIle siécle. Bourguignon. 


QUI CHANTERA NOEL 


UI CHANTERA NOEL du fond du 
oa 
En honorant celle qui Jésus porte, 
De l’ennemi se trouvera vainqueur, 


Car lui porté rompera d’Enfer les portes. 


Noel! 


L’ange aux pasteurs a chanté par douceur 
‘Laissez les champs: que chacun se transporte 
Vers Bethléem ou Dieu notre Sauveur 

De Vierge est né, comme je vous rapporte. 


Noel! 


Gentils bergers n’ayez cause de pleurs, 
Gloire est aux cieux 4 Dieu qui réconforte 
Sur terre est paix aux hommes de valeur, 
Car Jésus Christ a sur tous main-forte.’ 
Noel! 
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QUI CHANTERA NOEL 


Un Ange fut 4 Joseph enseigneur 

Que mére et fils 4 son pouvoir supporte, 
Supplions tous, tant majeur que mineur, 
Que nous soyons tous mis en leur cohorte. 


Noel! 


Jean Daniel, X Vle siécle. Angevin. 


JE VOIS LA GRANGE SACREE 


E VOIS la grange sacrée 
Ou, sur la paille agitée par le vent, 
On voit la gelée et le givre, 
Et la Vierge consolée 
Adore Dieu, qui est son fils. 


Ii me semble que je préte l’oreille 

A la musique qui réveille 

Le berger, prés de son troupeau; 
Chante, toi, petit Pierre, la merveille, 
Comme la chanta un Ange. 


Que la gloire du grand Dieu fleurisse: 
Que tout esprit le bénisse 
Par dessus le viel voiité, 
Et que la paix en terre suive 
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A LA VENUE DE NOEL 


L’homme de bonne volonté, 
Courage, que chacun s’empresse 
De chanter le nouveau motet. 


Pierre Goudelin, XVle-XVlle siécles. Tou- 


lousien. 


A LA VENUE DE NOEL 


LA VENUE de Noel 
Chacun se doit bien resjouir; 


Car c'est un testament nouvel, 
Que tout le monde doit tenir. 


Quand, par son orgueil, Lucifer 
Dedans l’abime trébucha, 
Il nous tirait tous en enfer, 


Mais le Fils de Dieu l’empescha. 


En une Vierge s obombra, 
Et dans son corps voulut gésir ; 
La nuit de Noel I’enfanta, 
Sans peine et sans douleur souffrir. 


Aussitét que ce fils fut né, 
L’Ange lalla dire aux pasteurs, 
Qui tot se hatent de venir 
Chantant cantiques gratieux. 

a os 


A LA VENUE DE NOEL 


Aprés un bien petit de temps, 
Trois rois le vinrent adorer, 
Apportérent myrrhe et encens, 
Et or quiest moult a priser. 


A Dieu les vinrent présenter ; 
Puis quand ce fust au retourner, 
Hérode les fit pourchasser 
Trois jours et trois nuits sans cesser. 


Une étoile les conduisoit, 
Qui venoit devers l'Orient, 
Quil’un a l'autre demontroit 
Le chemin droit 4 Bethléem. 


Et si disaient: Certainement 
Voila la voie qu'il faut tenir, 
Car elle nous montre vraiment 
Ou Notre-Dame doit gésir. 


Ceux qui ont vu le doux Jésus 
Et la Vierge qui lalaicta, 
Celuy qui tout le monde fict 
Et qui nully ne diffama. 


Bien apparut qu'il nous aima, 
Quand a la Croix pour nous fut mis. 
Dieu le pére, qui tout créa, 

Nous doint a la fin Paradis. 
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OR NOUS DITES, MARIE 
Amen, Noel, Noel, Noel: 


Je ne me pourrais plus tenir 
Que je ne chante assez Noel 


Quand je vois mon Sauveur venir. 


Amen. 


X Vile siécle. 


OR NOUS DITES, MARIE 


R NOUS dites, Marie, 

O Les neuf mois accomplis, 
Naquit le fruit de vie, 

Comme l'’Ange avoit dit? 
~ Qui, sans nulle peine 
Et sans oppression, 
Naquit de tout le monde 
La vraie Rédemption. 


Or nous dites, Marie, 
Du lieu impérial, 
Fut-ce en chambre parée, 
Ou en Palais royal? 
~En une pauvre étable 
Ouverte a l’environ 
Ou n’avait feu, ni flambe 
Ni latte, ni chevron. 
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OR NOUS DITES, MARIE 


Or nous dites, Marie, 
Qui vous vint visiter; 
Les bourgeois de la ville 
Vous ont-ils confortée? 
~Oncque, homme ni femme 
N’en eut compassion, 
Non plus que d’un esclave 
D’étrange region. 


Or nous dites, Marie, 
Les laboureurs des champs 
Vous ont-ils visitée, 
Ou bien les gros marchands? 
~-Je fus abandonnée 
De cette nation, 
Toute cette nuitée, 
Sans consolation. 


Or nous dites, Marie, 
Des pauvres pastoureaux 
Qui gardaient és montagnes 
Leurs brebis et aigneaux. 
~Ceux-la m’ont visitée 
Par grande affection; 
Moult me fut agréable 
Leur visitation. 


Or nous dites, Marie, 
Les princes et les rois 


CHANTONS NOEL, NOEL 


Votre enfant debonnaire 
Le sont-ils venus voir? 

~ Trois rois de haut parage 
D’étrange region 

Lui vinrent faire hommage 
En grande oblation. 


X Vie siécle. 


CHANTONS NOEL, NOEL 


HANTONS Noel, Noel, 
D’une voix douce et jolie, 


Pour ce dauphin, Noel 
Qui est né de Marie. 
Noel! 


Il s‘est fait pur agneau, 
Lui chef de notre vie: 
Péché original 

N’aura plus courcerie. 


Noel! 


Le peuple d'Israél 

Aura sa prophesie; 

David et Samuel 

L’avaient prédit Messie. 
Noel! 
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CHANTONS NOEL, NOEL 


Or, prince criminel, 
Ta puissance est tarie: 
Car le Roisolonnel 

A ta proie saisie. 


Noel! 


Jésus Emmanuel. 

Qui, la Vierge choisie, 

Faites pardon mutuel 

Au peuple qui te prie. 
Amen. 


Jean Daniel, X Vle siécle. Angevin. 


NOUS ETIONS TROIS BERGERETTES 


OUS ETIONS trois bergerettes 
Auprés d’un petit ruisseau, 
En gardant nos brebiettes, 
Nauilet, nau, nau, nau, 


Qui paissaient dans le préau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


En gardant nos brebiettes, 
Qui paissaient dans le préau, 
Nous vimes voler un Ange, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
Plus reluisant qu'un flambeau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 
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NOUS ETIONS TROIS BERGERETTES 


Nous vimes voler un Ange 
Plus reluisant qu’un flambeau, 
Qui donnant 4 Dieu louange, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
Chantait ce bel air nouveau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


Qui donnant a Dieu louange, 

Chantait ce bel air nouveau, 

Le Rédempteur vient de naitre, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 

Plus doux qu'un petit agneau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


Le Rédempteur vient de naitre, 
Plus doux qu'un petit agneau, 
Laisse la tes brebis paitre, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
Va-t'en le voir, pastoureau; 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


Laisse 1a tes brebis paitre, 
Va-t'en le voir, pastoureau; 
Il est né dans une étable, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
Oun’y alit ni berceau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 
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NOUS ETIONS TROIS BERGERETTES 


Il est né dans une étable, 

Oun’y alit ni berceau; 

Sa mére, Vierge admirable, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 

L’emmaillotte d'un drapeau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


Sa mére, Vierge admirable, 
L’emmaillotte d’un drapeau. 
A cette douce nouvelle, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 
Nous quittames le fuseau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


A cette douce nouvelle, 
Nous quittames le fuseau, 
Pour aller voir la Pucelle, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 
Et le petit Messiau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


Pour aller voir la Pucelle 
Et le petit Messiau. 
O quelle douce merveille! 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
O agréable Enfanteau! 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 
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JAMAIS NE CESSERA LA FETE 


O quelle douce merveille! 
Oagréable Enfanteau! 

Sa joue était plus vermeille, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau, 
Qu’une rose au renouveau, 
Naulet, nau, nau, nau. 


X Vie siécle? 
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"AIENTENDU les cris 
D’en haut les Anges chantant, 
Qui toute la nuit 
Se sont montrés tout blanc 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 


Chantons en assemblée 
Ces mots resplendissants ; 
Gloire et cieux soient donnés 
Au Roi sur les puissants. 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 


Sortez de vos prés, 
Chantez: Vive bontemps; 
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Car avant la veillée 
Serez de Dieu content. 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 


La Vierge n’est lassée 
De recevoir présents. 
La féte lui agrée. 
Chacun passe son temps. 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 


L’étoile Orientée 
Par divins mouvements 
A fait une amenée 
De trois Roys de grand sens. 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 


A la bonne journée 
Soyons en Dieu fervent 
Que paix nous soit donnée 
Comme a loyaux servants. 
Noel! Noel! 
Jamais ne cessera la féte 
Toujours on chantera Noel! 
Jean Daniel, X Ve siécle. 
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NTRE le boeuf et I’ane gris, 
IK, Dors, dors, dors le petit fils: 
Mille anges divins, 
Mille séraphins, 
Volent a l’entour 


De ce grand Dieu d’amour. 


Entre les deux bras de Marie, 
Dors, dors, dors le fruit de vie: 
Mille anges divins, 
Mille séraphins, 
Volent a l’entour 
De ce grand Dieu d’amour. 


Entre les roses et les lys, 
Dors, dors, dors le petit fils: 
Mille anges divins, 

Mille séraphins, 
Volent al’entour 
De ce grand Dieu d’amour. 


Entre les pastoureaux jolis, 
Dors, dors, dors le petits fils; 
Mille anges divins, 

Mille séraphins, 
Volent al’entour 
De ce grand Dieu d'amour. 
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En ce beau jour si solennel, 
Dors, dors, dors l’Emmanuel: 
Mille anges divins, 
Mille séraphins, 
Volent Al’entour 
De ce grand Dieu d’amour. 


Entre les larrons sur la croix, 
Dors, dors, dors le Roi des Rois: 
Mille Juifs mutins, 
Cruels assassins, 
Crachent a l’entour 
De ce grand Dieu d’amour. 


Noel du Diocése de Nantes. 
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CHRISTMAS-EVE 


I 

Ox of the little chapel I burst 

Into the fresh night air again. 

I had waited a good five minutes first 
In the doorway, to escape the rain 
That drove in gusts down the common’s centre, 
At the edge of which the chapel stands, 
Before I plucked up heart to enter: 
Heaven knows how many sorts of hands 
Reached past me, groping for the latch 
Of the inner door that hung on catch, 
More obstinate the more they fumbled, 
Till, giving way at last with a scold 
Of the crazy hinge, in squeezed or tumbled 
One sheep more to the rest in fold, 
And left me irresolute, standing sentry 
In the sheepfold’s lath-and-plaster entry, 
Four feet long by two feet wide, 
Partitioned off from the vast inside ~ 
I blocked up half of it at least. 
No remedy; the rain kept driving. 
They eyed me much as some wild beast, 
That congregation, still arriving, 
Some of them by the main road, white 
A long way past me into the night, 
Skirting the common, then diverging; 
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Not a few suddenly emerging 

From the common’s self thro’ the paling-gaps, - 

~ They house in the gravel-pits perhaps, 

Where the road stops short with its safeguard 

Of lamps, as tired of suchdisorder;- _ [border 

But the most turned in yet more abruptly 

From a certain squalid knot of alleys, 

Where the town’s bad blood once slept cor- 

Which now the little chapel rallies _[ruptly, 

And leads into day again, ~its priestliness 

Lending itself to hide their beastliness 

So cleverly (thanks in part to the mason), 

And putting so cheery a whitewashed face on 

Those neophytes too much in lack of it, 

That, where you cross the common as! did, 

And meet the party thus presided, 

‘Mount Zion,’ with Love-lane at the back of it, 

They front you as little disconcerted, 

As, bound for the hills, her fate averted, 

And her wicked people made to mind him, 

Lot mighthave marched with Gomorrah behind 
[him. 

I] 

Well, from the road, the lanes or the common, 

In came the flock: the fat weary woman, 

Panting and bewildered, down-clapping 

Her umbrella with a mighty report, 

Grounded it by me, wry and flapping, 

A wreck of whalebones; then, with a snort, 
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Like a startled horse, at the interloper 

(Who humbly knew himself improper, 

But could not shrink up small enough) 

- Round to the door, and in, ~ the gruff 

Hinge’s invariable scold 

Making my very blood run cold. 

Prompt in the wake of her, up-pattered 

On broken clogs, the many-tattered 

Little old-faced, peaking sister-turned-mother 

Of the sickly babe she tried to smother 

Somehow up, with its spotted face, [place; 

From the cold, on her breast, the one warm 

She too must stop, wring the poor ends dry 

Of a draggled shawl, and add thereby 

Her tribute to the door-mat, sopping 

Already from my own clothes’ dropping, [on; 

Which yet she seemed to grudge I should stand 

Then, stooping down to take off her pattens, 

She bore them defiantly, in each hand one, 

Planted together before her breast 

And its babe, as good as a lance in rest. 

Close on her heels, the dingy satins 

Ofa female something, past me flitted, 

With lips as much too white, as a streak 

Lay far too red on each hollow cheek ; 

And it seemed the very door-hinge pitied 

All that was left of a woman once, 

Holding at least its tongue for the nonce. 

Then a tall yellow man, like the Penitent Thief, 
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With his jaw bound up in a handkerchief, 

And eyelids screwed together tight, 

Led himself in by some inner light. 

And, except from him, from each that entered, 

I got the same interrogation ~ 

‘What, you, the alien, you have ventured 

To take with us, the elect, your station? 

A carer for none of it, a Gallio?’- 

Thus, plain as print, I read the glance 

At acommon prey, in each countenance 

As of huntsman giving his hounds the tallyho. 

And, when the door’s cry drowned their won- 

The draught, it always sentin shutting, [der, 

Made the flame of the single tallow candle 

In the cracked square lantern I stood under, 

Shoot its blue lip at me, rebutting, 

As it were, the luckless cause of scandal: 

I verily thought the zealous light 

(In the chapel’s secret, too!) for spite 

Would shudder itself clean off the wick, 

With the airs of a Saint John’s Candlestick. 

There was no standing it much longer. 

‘Good folks,’ thought I, as resolve grew stronger, 

‘This way you perform the Grand-Inquisitor, 

When the weather sends you a chance visitor? 

You are the men, and wisdom shall die with you, 

And none of the old Seven Churches vie with 

But still, despite the pretty perfection —_ [you] 

Towhich you carry your trick of exclusiveness, 
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And, taking God’s word under wise protection, 
Correct its tendency to diffusiveness, 

Bidding one reach it over hot ploughshares,- 
Still, as I say, though you’ve found salvation, 
If ] should choose to cry, as now, “Shares!”- 
See if the best of you bars me my ration! 
Because I prefer for my expounder 

Of the laws of the feast, the feast’s own Founder; 
Mine’sthesame rightwith your poorestand sick- 
Supposing I don the marriage-vestiment: [liest, 
So, shut your mouth and open your Testament, 
And carve me my portion at your quickliest!’ 
Accordingly, as a shoemaker’s lad 

With wizened face in want of soap, [rope, 
And wet apron wound round his waist like a 
(After stopping outside, for his cough was bad, 
To get the fit over, poor gentle creature, 

And so avoid disturbing the preacher) 

~ Passed in, I sent my elbow spikewise 

At the shutting door, and entered likewise, 
Received the hinge’s accustomed greeting, 
And crossed the threshold’s magic pentacle, 
And found myself in full conventicle, 

-To wit, in Zion Chapel Meeting, 

On the Christmas-Eve of Forty-nine, 

Which, calling its flock to their special clover, 
Found all assembled and one sheep over, 
Whose lot, as the weather pleased, was mine. 
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II] 
I very soon had enough of it. 
The hot smell and the human noises, 
And my neighbour’s coat, the greasy cuff of it, 
Were a pebble-stone that a child’s hand poises, 
Compared with the pig-of-lead-like pressure 
Of the preaching-man’s immense stupidity, 
As he poured his doctrine forth, full measure, 
To meet his audience's avidity. 
You needed not the wit of the Sibyl 
To guess the cause of it all, in a twinkling: 
No sooner got our friend an inkling 
Of treasure hid in the Holy Bible, [him, 
(Whenever it was that the thought first struck 
How Death, at unawares, might duck him 
Deeper than the grave, and quench 
The gin-shop’s light in Hell’s grim drench) 
Than he handled it so, in fine irreverence, 
As to hug the book of books to pieces: _[ance, 
And, a patchwork of chaptersand textsin sever- 
Not improved by the private’s dog’s-ears and 
creases, 
Having clothed his own soul with, he’d fain see 
equipt yours,~ 
So, tossed you again your Holy Scriptures. 
And you picked them up, ina sense, no doubt: 
Nay, had but a single face of my neighbours 
Appeared tosuspect thatthe preacher’s labours 
10 
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Werehelp which the worldcould besaved with- 
"Tis odds but I had borne in quiet [out, 
A qualm or two at my spiritual diet; 

Or (who can tell?) perchance even mustered 
Somewhat to urge in behalf of the sermon: 

But the flock sat on, divinely flustered, 

Sniffing, methought, its dew of Hermon 

With such content in every snuffle, 

As the devil inside us loves to ruffle. 

My old fat woman purred with pleasure, 

And thumb round thumb went twirling faster, 
While she, to his periods keeping measure, 
Maternally devoured the pastor. 

The man with the handkerchief, untied it, 
Showed us a horrible wen inside it, 

Gave his eyelids yet another screwing, 

And rocked himself as the woman was doing. 
The shoemaker’s lad, discreetly choking, 

Kept down his cough. “Twas too provoking! 
My gorge rose at the nonsense and stuff of it, 
Andsaying, like Evewhenshepluckedtheapple, 
‘I wanted a taste, and now there’s enough of it,’ 
I flung out of the little chapel. 


IV 
There was a lull in the rain, a lull 
In the wind too; the moon was risen, 
And would have shone out pure and full, 
But for the ramparted cloud-prison, 
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Block on block built up in the west, 
For what purpose the wind knows best, 
Who changes his mind continually. 
And the empty other half of the sky 
Seemed in its silence as if it knew 
What, any moment, might look through 
A chance-gap in that fortress massy :- 
Through its fissures you got hints 
Of the flying moon, by the shifting tints, 
Now, a dull lion-colour, now, brassy 
Burning to yellow, and whitest yellow, 
Like furnace-smoke just ere the flames bellow, 
All a-simmer with intense strain 
To let her through,-then blank again, 
At the hope of her appearance failing. 
Just by the chapel, a break in the railing 
Shows a narrow path directly across; 
"Tis ever dry walking there, on the moss- 
Besides, you go gently all the way uphill. 
I stooped under and soon felt better; 
My head grew light, my limbs more supple, 
As I walked on, glad to have slipt the fetter. 
My mind was full of the scene I had left, 
That placid flock, that pastor vociferant, 
~ How this outside was pure and different! 
The sermon, now ~ what a mingled weft 
Of good and ill! were either less, 
Its fellow had coloured the whole distinctly ; 
But alas for the excellent earnestness, 
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And the truths, quite true if stated succinctly, 

But as surely false, in their quaint presentment, 

However to pastor and flock’s contentment! 

Say rather, such truths looked false to your eyes, 

With his provings and parallels twisted and 
twined, 

Till how could you know them, grown double 
their size, 

In the natural fog of the good man’s mind? 

Like yonder spots of our roadside lamps 

Haloed about with the common’s damps? 

Truth remains true, the fault’s in the prover; 

The zeal was good, and the aspiration; 

And yet, and yet, yet, fifty times over, 

Pharaoh received no demonstration 

By his Baker’s dream of Baskets Three, 

Of the doctrine of the Trinity,- _ 

Although, as our preacher thus embellished it, 

Apparently his hearers relished it 

With so unfeigned a gust- who knows if 

They did not prefer our friend to Josephe 

Butsoitis every where, one way withallofthem! 

These people have really felt, no doubt, [them; 

A something, the motion they style the Call of 

And this is their method of bringing about, 

By a mechanism of words and tones, 

(So many texts in so many groans) 

A sort of reviving or reproducing, 

More or less perfectly, (who can tell? -) 
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Of the mood itself, that strengthens by using; 

And how it happens, I understand well. 

A tune was born in my head last week, 

Out of the thump-thump and shriek-shriek 

Ofthe train, as] came by it, up from Manchester; 

And when, next week, I take it back again, 

My head will sing to the engine’s clack again, 

While it only makes my neighbour’s haunches 

~ Finding no dormant musical sprout [stir, 

In him, as in me, to be jolted out. 

"Tis the taught already that profit by teaching; 

He gets no more from the railway’s preaching 

Than, from this preacher who does the rail’s 
office, I, 

Whom therefore the flock castsa jealouseyeon. 

Still, why paint over their door ‘Mount Zion,’ 

Towhichallfleshshallcome, saith the prophecy? 


VV. 

But wherefore be harsh ona single case? 
After how many modes, this Christmas-Eve, 
Does the selfsame weary thing take place? 
The same endeavour to make you believe, 
And with much the same effect, no more: 
Each method abundantly convincing, 
As I say, to those convinced before, 
But scarce to be swallowed without wincing, 
By the not-as-yet convinced. For me, 
I have my own church equally. 
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And in this church my faith sprang first! 

(I said, as I reached the rising ground, 

And the wind began again, with a burst 

Of rain in my face, and a glad rebound 

From the heart beneath, as if, God speeding me, 
lentered His church-door, Nature leading me) 
~In youth I looked to these very skies, 

And probing their immensities, 

I found God there, His visible power; 

Yet felt in my heart, amid all its sense 

Of that power, an equal evidence 

That His love, there too, was the nobler dower. 
For the loving worm within its clod, 

Were diviner than a loveless god 

Amid his worlds, I will dare to say. 

Youknow what! mean: God’sall,man’snought: 
But also, God, whose pleasure brought 

Man into being, stands away 

As it were, an handbreadth off, to give 

Room for the newly-made to live, 

And look at Him from a place apart, 

And use His gifts of brain and heart, 

Given, indeed, but to keep for ever. 

Who speaks of man, then, must not sever 
Man’s very elements from man, 

Saying, ‘But all is God’s’- whose plan 

Was to create man and then leave him 

Able, His own word saith, to grieve Him, 

But able to glorify Him too, 
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Asa mere machine could never do, 
That prayed or praised, all unaware 
Of its fitness for aught but praise and prayer, 
Made perfect as a thing of course. 
Man, therefore, stands on his own stock 
Of love and power as a pin-point rock, 
And, looking to God who ordained divorce 
Of the rock from His boundless continent, 
Sees, in His Power made evident, 
Only excess by a million-fold 
O’er the power God gave man in the mould. 
For, see: man’s hand, first formed to carry 
A few pounds’ weight, when taught to marry 
Its strength with an engine’s, lifts a mountain, 
~ Advancing in power by one degree; 
And why count steps through eternity? 
But Love is the ever-springing fountain: 
Man may enlarge or narrow his bed 
For the water’s play, but the water-head - 
How can he multiply or reduce it? 
As easy create it, as cause it to cease; 
He may profit by it, or abuse it, 
But ’tis not a thing to bear increase 
As power will: be love less or more 
In the heart of man, he keeps it shut 
Or opes it wide, as he pleases, but 
Love's sum remains what it was before. 
So, gazing up, in my youth, at love 
As seen through power, ever above 
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All modes which make it manifest, 

My soul brought all toa single test- 

That He, the Eternal First and Last, 

Who, in His power, had so surpassed 

All man conceives of what is might,- 

Whose wisdom, too, showed infinite, 

~ Would prove as infinitely good; 

Would never, my soul understood, 

With power to work all love desires, 

Bestow e’en less than man requires: 

That He who endlessly was teaching, 

Above my spirit’s utmost reaching, 

What love can do in the leaf or stone, 

(So that to master this alone, 

This done in the stone or leaf for me, 

I must go on learning endlessly) 

Would never need that I, in turn, 

Should point him out a defect unheeded, 

And show that God had yet to learn 

What the meanest human creature needed,- 

~ Not life, to wit, for a few short years, 

Tracking His way through doubts and fears, 

While the stupid earth on which I stay 

Suffers no change, but passive adds 

Its myriad years to myriads, 

Though IJ, He gave it to, decay, 

Seeing death come and choose about me, 

And my dearest ones depart without me. _[it, 

No! love which, on earth, amid all the shows of 
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Has ever been seen the sole good of lifé in it, 
The love, ever growing there, spite of the strife 


in it, 
Shall arise, made perfect, from death's repose of 
And I shall behold Thee, face to face, fit! 


O God, and in Thy light retrace 

How in all I loved here, still wast Thou! 
Whom pressing to, then, as I fain would now, 
I shall find as able to satiate 

The love, Thy gift, as my spirit’s wonder 
Thou art able to quicken and sublimate, 
With this sky of Thine, that I now walk under, 
And glory in Thee as thus I gaze, 

-Thus, thus! oh, let men keep their ways 

Of seeking Thee in a narrow shrine~ 

Be this my way! And this is mine! 


VI 

For lo, what think you? suddenly 
The rain and the wind ceased, and the sky 
Received at once the full fruition 
Of the moon’s consummate apparition. 
The black cloud-barricade was riven, 
Ruined beneath her feet, and driven 
Deep in the west; while, bare and breathless, 
North and south and east lay ready 
For a glorious Thing, that, dauntless, deathless, 
Sprang across them; and stood steady. 
"Twas a moon-rainbow, vast and perfect, 
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From heaven to heaven extending, perfect 
As the mother-moon’s self, full in face. 

It rose, distinctly at the base 

With its seven proper colours chorded, 
Which still, in the rising, were compressed, 
Until at last they coalesced, 

And supreme the spectral creature lorded 
In a triumph of whitest white,- 

Above which intervened the night. 

But above night too, like the next, 

The second of a wondrous sequence, 
Reaching in rare and rarer frequence, 

Till the heaven of heavens were circumflext, 
Another rainbow rose, a mightier, 

Fainter, flushier, and flightier,- 

Rapture dying along its verge! 

Oh, whose foot shall I see emerge, 

Whose, from the straining topmost dark, 
On to the keystone of that arc? 


VII 
This sight was shown me, there and then,-~ 
Me, one out of a world of men, 
Singled forth, as the chance might hap 
To another, ifin a thunderclap 
Where [heard noise, and you saw flame, 
Some one man knew God called his name. 
For me, I think I said, ‘Appear! 
Good were it to be ever here. 
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If Thou wilt, let me build to Thee 
Service-tabernacles Three, 

Where, for ever in Thy presence, 
In ecstatic acquiescence, 

Far alike from thriftless learning 
And ignorance’s undiscerning, 

I may worship and remain!’ 

Thus, at the show above me, gazing 
With upturned eyes, I felt my brain 
Glutted with the glory, blazing 
Throughout its whole mass, over and under, 
Until at length it burst asunder, 

And out of it bodily there streamed 
The too-much glory, as it seemed, 
Passing from out me to the ground, 
Then palely serpentining round 
Into the dark with mazy error. 


Vill 
All at once I looked up with terror. 
He was there. 
He Himself with His human air, 
On the narrow pathway, just before: 
I saw the back of Him, no more- 
He had left the chapel, then, as I. 
I forgot all about the sky. 
No face: only the sight 
Of asweepy garment, vast and white, 
With a hem that I could recognise. 
20 
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I felt terror, no surprise: 

My mind filled with the cataract, 

At one bound, of the mighty fact. 

I remembered, He did say 

Doubtless, that, to this world’s end, 
Where two or three should meet and pray, 
He would be in their midst, their friend: 
Certainly He was there with them. 

And my pulses leaped for joy 

Of the golden thought without alloy, 
That I saw His very vesture’s hem. 

Then rushed the blood back, cold and clear 
With a fresh enhancing shiver of fear, 
And [ hastened, cried out while I pressed 
To the salvation of the vest, 

‘But not so, Lord! It cannot be 

That Thou, indeed, art leaving me- 

Me, that have despised Thy friends. 

Did my heart make no amends? 

Thou art the Love of God ~ above 

His Power, didst hear me place His Love, 
And that was leaving the world for Thee. 
Therefore Thou must not turn from me 
‘As if I had chosen the other part. 

Folly and pride o’ercame my heart. 

Our best is bad, nor bears Thy test; 

Still, it should be our very best. 

I thought it best that Thou, the Spirit, 

Be worshipped in spirit and in truth, 
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And in beauty, as even we require it~ 
Not in the forms burlesque, uncouth, 

I left but now, as scarcely fitted 

For Thee: I knew not what I pitied: 

But, all I felt there, right or wrong, 
Whatis it to Thee, who curest sinning? 
Am [not weak as Thou art strong? 

I havelooked to Thee from the beginning, 
Straight up to Thee through all the world 
Which, like an idle scroll, lay furled 

To nothingness on either side: 

And since the time Thou wast descried, 
Spite of the weak heart, so have I 

Lived ever, and so fain would die, 

Living and dying, Thee before! 

But if Thou leavest me~-’ 


IX 
Less or more, 

I suppose that I spoke thus. 
When, -have mercy, Lord, on us! 
The whole Face turned upon me full. 
And I spread myself beneath it, 
As when the bleacher spreads, to seethe it 
In the cleansing sun, his wool, - 
Steeps in the flood of noontide whiteness 
Some defiled, discoloured web- 
So lay I, saturate with brightness. 
And when the flood appeared to ebb, 
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Lo, I was walking, light and swift, 

With my senses settling fast and steadying, 
But my body caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the vesture’s amplitude, still eddying 
On, just before me, still to be followed, 

As it carried me after with its motion: 
What shall I say ?-as a path were hollowed 
And a man went weltering through the ocean, 
Sucked along in the flying wake 

Of the luminous water-snake. 

Darkness and cold were cloven, as through 
I passed, upborne yet walking too. 

And I turned to myself at intervals, - 

‘So He said, and so it befals. 

God who registers the cup 

Of mere cold water, for His sake 

Toa disciple rendered up, 

Disdains not His own thirst to slake 

At the poorest love was ever offered: 

And because it was my heart | proffered, 
With true love trembling at the brim, 

He suffers me to follow Him 

For ever, my own way, - dispensed 

From seeking to be influenced 

By all the less immediate ways 

That earth, in worships manifold, 

Adopts to reach, by prayer and praise, 
The garment’s hem, which, lo, I hold!’ 
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x 

And so we crossed the world and stopped. 
For where am I, in city or plain, 
Since I am ’ware of the world again? 
And whatis this that rises propped 
With pillars of prodigious girth? 
Is it really on the earth, 
This miraculous Dome of God? 
Has the angel’s measuring-rod 
Which numbered cubits, gem from gem, 
"Twixt the gates of the New Jerusalem, 
Meted it out, -and what he meted, 
Have the sons of men completed? 
~ Binding, ever as he bade, 
Columns in this colonnade 
With arms wide open to embrace 
The entry of the human race 
To the breast of . . . what is it, yon building, 
Ablaze in front, all paint and gilding, 
With marble for brick, and stones of price 
For garniture of the edifice? 
Now I see; itis no dream; 
It stands there and it does not seem; 
For ever, in pictures, thus it looks, 
And thus I have read of it in books 
Often in England, leagues away, 
And wondered how those fountains play, 
Growing up eternally 
Each to a musical water-tree, 
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Whose blossoms drop, a glittering boon, 
Before my eyes, in the light of the moon, 
To the granite lavers underneath. 
Liar and dreamer in your teeth! 
I, the sinner that speak to you, 
Was in Rome this night, and stood, and knew 
Both this and more! For see, for see, 
The dark is rent, mine eye is free 
To pierce the crust of the outer wall, 
And I view inside, and all there, all, 
As the swarming hollow of a hive, 
The whole Basilica alive! 
Men in the chancel, body, and nave, 
Men on the pillars’ architrave, 
Men on the statues, men on the tombs, 
With popesand kingsin their porphyry wombs, 
All famishing in expectation 
Of the main-altar’s consummation. 
For see, for see, the rapturous moment 
Approaches, and earth’s best endowment 
Blends with Heaven's: the taper-fires 
Pant up, the winding brazen spires 
Heave loftier yet the baldachin ; 
The incense-gaspings, long kept in, 
Suspire in clouds; the organ blatant 
Holds his breath and grovels latent, 
As if God’s hushing finger grazed him, 
(Like Behemoth when He praised him) 
At the silver bell’s shrill tinkling, 
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Quick cold drops of terror sprinkling 
On the sudden pavement strewed 

With faces of the multitude. 

Earth breaks up, time drops away, 

In flows Heaven, with its new day 

Of endless life, when He who trod, 

Very Man and very God, 

This earth in weakness, shame and pain, 
Dying the death whose signs remain 

Up yonder on the accursed tree, - 

Shall come again, no more to be 

Of captivity the thrall, 

But the one God, All in all, 

King of kings, Lord of lords, 

As His servant John received the words, 
‘I died, and live for evermore!’ 


XI 

Yet I was left outside the door. 
Why sat I there on the threshold-stone 
Left till He returns, alone 
Save for the garment’s extreme fold 
Abandoned still to bless my hold? - 
My reason, to my doubt, replied, 
As if a book were opened wide, 
And at a certain page I traced 
Every record undefaced, 
Added by successive years, ~ 
The harvestings of truth’s stray ears 
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Singly gleaned, and in one sheaf 

Bound together for belief. 

Yes, I said-that He will go 

And sit with these in turn, I know. 

Their faith’s heart beats, though her head swims 
Too giddily to guide her limbs, 

Disabled by their palsy-stroke 

From propping me. Though Rome’s gross yoke 
Drops off, no more to be endured, 

Her teaching is not so obscured 

By errors and perversities, 

That no truth shines athwart the lies: 

And He, whose eye detects a spark 

Even where, to man’s, the whole seems dark, 
May well see flame where each beholder 
Acknowledges the embers smoulder. 

But I, a mere man, fear to quit 

The clue God gave me as most fit 

To guide my footsteps through life’s maze, 
Because Himself discerns all ways 

Open to reach Him: J, aman 

He gave to mark where faith began 

To swerve aside, till from its summit 
Judgment drops her damning plummet, 
Pronouncing such a fatal space 

Departed from the Founder’s base: 

He will notbid me enter too, 

But rather sit, as now I do, 


Awaiting His return outside. 
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~'Twas thus my reason straight replied, 
And joyously I turned, and pressed 
The garment’s skirt upon my breast, . 
Until, afresh its light suffusing me, 
My heart cried, - what has been abusing me 
That I should wait here lonely and coldly, 
Instead of rising, entering boldly, 
Baring truth’s face, and letting drift 
Her veils of lies as they choose to shift? 
Do these men praise Him? I will raise 
My voice up to their point of praise! 
Isee the error; but above 
The scope of error, see the love. - 
Oh, love of those first Christian days! 
-Fanned so soon into a blaze, 
From the spark preserved by the trampled sect, 
That the antique sovereign Intellect 
Which then sat ruling in the world, 
Like a change in dreams, was hurled 
From the throne he reigned upon: 
- You looked up, and he was gone! 
Gone, his glory of the pen! 
~ Love, with Greece and Rome in ken, 
Bade her scribes abhor the trick 
Of poetry and rhetoric, 
And exult, with hearts set free, 
In blessed imbecility 
Scrawled, perchance, on some torn sheet, . 
Leaving Livy incomplete. 
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Gone, his pride of sculptor, painter! 
~Love, while able to acquaint her 
With the thousand statues yet 

Fresh from chisel, pictures wet 

From brush, she saw on every side, 
Chose rather with an infant's pride 

To frame those portents which impart 
Such unction to true Christian Art. 
Gone, music too! The air was stirred 
By happy wings: Terpander’s bird 
(That, when the cold came, fled away) 
Would tarry not the wintry day,- 

As more-enduring sculpture must, 
Tilla filthy saint rebuked the gust 
With which he chanced to get a sight 
Of some dear naked Aphrodite 

He glanced a thought above the toes of, 
By breaking zealously her nose off. 
Love, surely, from that music’s lingering, 
Might have filched her organ-fingering, 
Nor chose rather to set prayings 


To hog-grunts, praises to horse-neighings. 


Love was the startling thing, the new; 
Love was the all-sufficient too; 

And seeing that, you see the rest: 

Asa babe can find its mother’s breast 

As well in darkness as in light, 

Love shut our eyes, and all seemed right. 
True, the world’s eyes are open now: 
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~ Less need for me to disallow 
Some few that keep Love’s zone unbuckled, 
Peevish as ever to be suckled, 
Lulled by the same old baby-prattle 
With intermixture of the rattle, 
When she would have them creep, stand steady 
Upon their feet, or walk already, 
Not to speak of trying to climb. 
I will be wise another time, 
And not desire a wall between us, 
When next I see a church-roof cover 
So many species of one genus, 
All with foreheads bearing ‘Lover’ 
Written above the earnest eyes of them; 
All with breasts that beat for beauty, 
Whether sublimed, to the surprise of them, 
In noble daring, steadfast duty, 
The heroic in passion, or in action, ~ 
Or, lowered for the senses’ satisfaction, 
To the mere outside of human creatures, 
Mere perfect form and faultless features. 
What! with all Rome here, whence to levy 
Such contributions to their appetite, 
With women and men in a gorgeous bevy, 
They take, as it were, a padlock, and clap it tight 
On their southern eyes, restrained from feeding 
On the glories of their ancient reading, 
On the beauties of their modern singing, - 
On the wonders of the builder’s bringing, 
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On the majesties of Art around them, - 

And, all these loves, late struggling incessant, 
When faith has at last united and bound them, 
They offer up to God for a present! 

Why, I will, on the whole, be rather proud ofit,- 
And, only taking the act in reference [of it, 
To the other recipients who might haveallowed 
I will rejoice that God had the preference! 


XII 
So I summed up my new resolves: 
Too much love there can never be. 
And where the intellect devolves 
Its function on love exclusively, 
I, as one who possesses both, 
Will accept the provision, nothing loth, 
- Will feast my love, then depart elsewhere, 
That my intellect may find its share. 
And ponder, O soul, the while thou departest, 
Andseethouapplaud the great heart of the artist, 
Who, examining the capabilities 
Of the block of marble he has to fashion 
Into a type of thought or passion, - 
Not always, using obvious facilities, 
Shapes it, as any artist can, 
Into a perfect symmetrical man, 
Complete from head to foot of the life-size, 
Suchasold Adam stood in his wife's eyes,- [mate 
But, now and then, bravely aspires to consum- 
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A Colossus by no means so easy to come at, 
And uses the whole of his block for the bust, 
Leaving the minds of the public to finish it, 
Since cut it ruefully short he must: 

On the face alone he expends his devotion; 
He rather would mar than resolve to diminish it, 
~Saying, ‘Applaud me for this grand notion 
Of whata face may be! As for completing it 
In breast and body and limbs, do that, you!’ 
Allhail! I fancy how, happily meeting it, 

A trunk and legs would perfect the statue, 
Could man carve so as to answer volition. 
And how much nobler than petty cavils, 

A hope to find, in my spirit-travels, 

Some artist of another ambition, 

Who having a block to carve, no bigger, 
Has spent his power on the opposite quest, 
And believed to begin at the feet was best- 
For so may I see, ere I die, the whole figure! 


XIII 

No sooner said than out in the night! 
My heart beat lighter and more light: 
And lo, as before, I was walking swift, 
With my senses settling fast and steadying, 
But my body caught up in the whirl and drift 
Of the vesture’s amplitude, still eddying 
On just before me, still to be followed, 
As it carried me after with its motion, 
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~ What shall I say?-as a path were hollowed, 
And a man went weltering through the ocean, 
Sucked along in the flying wake 

Of the luminous water-snake. 


XIV 

Alone! I am left alone once more- 
(Save for the garment’s extreme fold 
Abandoned still to bless my hold) 
Alone, beside the entrance-door 
Ofa sort of temple, - perhaps a college, 
- Like nothing I ever saw before 
Athome in England, to my knowledge. 
The tall, old, quaint, irregular town! 
It may be . . though which, I can’t affirm... any 
Of the famous middle-age towns of Germany ; 
And this flight of stairs where I sit down, 
Is it Halle, Weimar, Cassel, or Frankfort, 
Or Gottingen, that I have to thank for’t? 
It may be Gottingen, - most likely. 
Through the open door I catch obliquely 
Glimpses of a lecture-hall; 
And not a bad assembly neither - 
Ranged decent and symmetrical 
On benches, waiting what’s to see there; 
Which, holding still by the vesture’s hem, 
I also resolve to see with them, 
Cautious this time how I suffer to slip 
The chance of joining in fellowship 
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With any that call themselves His friends, 
As these folks do, I havea notion. 
But hist-a buzzing and emotion! 
All settle themselves, the while ascends 
By the creaking rail to the lecture-desk, 
Step by step, deliberate 
Because of his cranium’s over-freight, 
Three parts sublime to one grotesque, 
If I have proved an accurate guesser, 
The hawk-nosed, high-cheek-boned Professor. 
I felt at once as if there ran 
A shoot of love from my heart to the man- 
That sallow, virgin-minded, studious 
Martyr to mild enthusiasm, 
As he uttered a kind of cough-preludious 
That woke my sympathetic spasm, 
(Beside some spitting that made me sorry) 
And stood, surveying his auditory 
With a wan pure look, well nigh celestial, - 
Those blue eyes had survived so much! 
While, under the foot they could not smutch, 
Lay all the fleshly and the bestial. 
Over he bowed, and arranged his notes, 
Till the auditory’s clearing of throats 
Was done with, died into a silence; 
And, when each glance was upward sent, 
Eachbearded mouth composedintent, [hence,~ 
And a pin might be heard drop half a mile 
He pushed back higher his spectacles, 
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Let the eyes stream out like lamps from cells, 

And giving his head of hair~a hake 

Of undressed tow, for colour and quantity ~ 

One rapid and impatient shake, 

(As our own young England adjusts a jaunty tie 

When about to impart, on mature digestion, 

Some thrilling view of the surplice-question) 

~The Professor’s grave voice, sweet though 
hoarse, 

Broke into his Christmas-Eve'’s discourse, 


XV 
And he began it by observing 
How reason dictated that men 
Should rectify the natural swerving, 
By a reversion, now and then, 
To the well-heads of knowledge, few 
And far away, whence rolling grew 
The life-stream wide whereat we drink, 
Commingled, as we needs must think, 
With waters alien to the source; 
To do which, aimed this eve’s discourse. 
Since, where could be a fitter time 
For tracing backward to its prime, 
This Christianity, this lake, 
This reservoir, whereat we slake, 
From one or other bank, our thirst? 
So, he proposed inquiring first 
Into the various sources whence 
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This Myth of Christ is derivable; 
Demanding from the evidence, 
(Since plainly no such life was liveable) 
How these phenomena should class? 
Whether ’twere best opine Christ was, 
Or never was at all, or whether 
He was and was not, both together - 
It matters little for the name, 
So the Idea be left the same. 
Only, for practical purpose’ sake, 
"Twas obviously as well to take 
The popular story, - understanding 
How the ineptitude of the time, 
And the penman’s prejudice, expanding 
Fact into fable fit for the clime, 
Had, by slow and sure degrees, translated it 
Into this myth, this Individuum, - 
Which, when reason had strained and abated it 
Of foreign matter, gave, for residuum, 
A Man!-a right true man, however, 
Whose work was worthy a man’s endeavour! 
Work, that gave warrant almost sufficient 
To his disciples, for rather believing 
He was just omnipotent and omniscient, 
As it gives to us, for as frankly receiving 
His word, their tradition,-which, though it 
Something entirely different [meant 
From all that those who only heard it, 
In their simplicity thought and averred it, 
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Had yet a meaning quite as respectable: 
For, among other doctrines delectable, 
Was he not surely the first to insist on 

The natural sovereignty of our race? ~ 
Here the lecturer came to a pausing-place. 
And while his cough, like a drouthy piston, 
Tried to dislodge the husk that grew to him, 
I seized the occasion of bidding adieu to him, 
The vesture still within my hand. 


XVI 

I could interpret its command. 
This time He would not bid me enter 
The exhausted air-bell of the Critic. 
Truth’s atmosphere may grow mephitic 
When Papist struggles with Dissenter, 
Impregnating its pristine clarity, 
- One, by his daily fare’s vulgarity, 
Its gust of broken meat and garlic; 
-One, by his soul’s too-much presuming, 
To turn the frankincense’s fuming 
And vapours of the candle starlike 
Into the cloud her wings she buoys on. 
And each, that sets the pure air seething, 
Poisoning it for healthy breathing -~ 
But the Critic leaves no air to poison; 
Pumps out by a ruthless ingenuity 
Atom by atom, and leaves you~vacuity. 
Thus much of Christ, does he reject? 
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And what retain? His intellect? 

What is it I must reverence duly? 

Poor intellect for worship, truly, 

Which tells me simply what was told 

(If mere morality, bereft 

Of the God in Christ, be all that’s left) 

Elsewhere by voices manifold ; 

With this advantage, that the stater 

Made nowise the important stumble 

Of adding, he, the sage and humble, 

Was also one with the Creator. 

You urge Christ's followers’ simplicity : 

But how does shifting blame, evade it? 

Have wisdom’s words no more felicity? 

The stumbling-block, His speech, - who laid it? 

How comes it that for one found able, 

To sift the truth of it from fable, 

Millions believe it to the letter? 

Christ’s goodness, then - does that fare better? 

Strange goodness, which upon the score 

Of being goodness, the mere due 

Of man to fellow-man, much more 

To God, - should take another view 

Of its possessor’s privilege, 

And bid him rule his race! You pledge 

Your fealty to such rule? What, all- 

From Heavenly John and Attic Paul, 

And that brave weather-batter’d Peter 

Whose stout faith only stood completer 
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For buffets, sinning to be pardoned, 
As the more his hands hauled nets, they hard- 
All, down to you, the man of men, [ened, - 
Professing here at Gottingen, 
Compose Christ's flock! So, youand I 
Are sheep of a good man! and why? 
The goodness, - how did he acquire it? 
Was it self-gained, did God inspire it? 
Choose which; then tell me, on what ground 
Should its possessor dare propound 
His claim to rise o’er us an inch? 
Were goodness all some man’s invention, 
Who arbitrarily made mention 
What we should follow, and where flinch, - 
What qualities might take the style 
Of right and wrong, ~and had such guessing 
Met with as general acquiescing 
As graced the Alphabet erewhile, 
When A got leave an Ox to be, 
No Camel (quoth the Jews) like G, - 
For thus inventing thing and title 
Worship were that man’s fit requital. 
But if the common conscience must 
Be ultimately judge, adjust 
Its apt name to each quality 
Already known, ~I would decree 
Worship for such mere demonstration 
And simple work of nomenclature, 
Only the day I praised, not Nature, 
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But Harvey, for the circulation, 
I would praise such a Christ, with pride 
And joy, that he, as none beside, . 
Had taught us how to keep the mind 
God gave him, as God gave his kind, 
Freer than they from fleshly taint: 
I would call such a Christ our Saint, 
As I declare our Poet, him 
Whose insight makes all others dim: 
A thousand poets pried at life, 
And only one amid the strife 
Rose to be Shakespeare: each shall take 
His crown, I'd say, for the world’s sake- 
‘Though some objected ~-‘ Had we seen 
The heart and head of each, what screen 
Was broken there to give them light, 
While in ourselves it shuts the sight, 
Weshould no more admire, perchance, 
That these found truth out at a glance, 
Than marvel how the bat discerns 
Some pitch-dark cavern’s fifty turns, 
Led by a finer tact, a gift 
He boasts, which other birds must shift 
Without, and grope as best they can.’ 
No, freely I would praise the man, - 
Nor one whit more, if he contended 
That gift of his, from God, descended. 
Ah, friend, what gift of man’s does not? 
No nearer Something, by a jot, 
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Rise an infinity of Nothings 

Than one: take Euclid for your teacher: 
Distinguish kinds: do crownings, clothings, 
Make that Creator which was creature? 
Multiply gifts upon his head, 

And what, when all’s done, shall be said 
But-the more gifted he, I ween! 

That one’s made Christ, another, Pilate, 
And This might be all That has been, - 
So what is there to frown or smile at? 
What is left for us, save, in growth 

Of soul, to rise up, far past both, 

From the gift looking to the Giver, 

And from the cistern to the River, 

And from the finite to Infinity, 

And from man’s dust to God’s divinity? 


XVII 

Take all in a word: the Truth in God’s breast 
Lies trace for trace upon ours impressed : 
Though He is so bright and we so dim, 
Weare made in His image to witness Him; 
And were no eye in us to tell, 
Instructed by no inner sense, 
The light of Heaven from the dark of Hell, 
That light would want its evidence, ~ 
Though Justice, Good and Truth were still 
Divine, if, by some demon’s will, 
Hatred and wrong had been proclaimed 
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Law through the worlds, and Right misnamed. 

No mere exposition of morality 

Made or in part or in totality, 

Should win you to give it worship therefore: 

And, if no better proof you will care for, 

~Whomdo youcounttheworstman uponearth? 

Be sure, he knows, in his conscience, more 

Of what Right is, than arrives at birth 

In the best man’s acts that we bow before: 

This last knows better-true; but my fact is, ~ 

"Tis one thing to know, and another to practise; 

And thence I conclude that the real God-func- 

Is to furnish a motive and injunction [tion 

For practising what we know already. 

And such an injunction and such a motive 

As the God in Christ, do you waive, and ‘heady, 

High-minded,’ hang your tablet-votive 

Outside the fane on a finger-post? 

Morality to the uttermost, . 

Supreme in Christ as we all confess, 

Why need we prove would avail no jot 

To make Him God, if God He were not? 

What is the point where Himself lays stress? 

Does the precept run ‘Believe in Good, 

In Justice, Truth, now understood 

For the first time?’-~or, ‘Believe in Me, 

Who lived and died, yet essentially 

Am Lord of Life?’ Whoever can take 

The same to his heart and for mere love’s sake 
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Conceive of the love, - that man obtains 
A new truth; no conviction gains 

Of an old one only, made intense 

By a fresh appeal to his faded sense. 


XVIII 
Can it be that He stays inside? 
Is the vesture left me to commune with? 
Could my soul find aught to sing in tune with 
Even at this lecture, if she tried? 
Oh, let me at lowest sympathise 
With the lurking drop of blood that lies 
In the desiccated brain’s white roots 
Without a throb for Christ’s attributes, 
As the Lecturer makes his special boast! 
If love ’s dead there, it has left a ghost. 
Admire we, how from heart to brain 
(Though to say so strike the doctors dumb) 
One instinct rises and falls again, 
Restoring the equilibrium. 
And how when the Critic had done his best, 
And the Pearl of Price, at reason’s test, 
Lay dust and ashes levigable 
On the Professor’s lecture-table; 
When we looked fortheinferenceand monition 
That our faith, reduced to such a condition, 
Be swept forthwith to its natural dust-hole, ~ 
He bids us, when we least expect it, 
Take back our faith, ~if it be not just whole, 
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Yet a pearl indeed, as his tests affect it, 
Which fact pays the damagedonerewardingly, 
So, prize we our dust and ashes accordingly! 
‘Go home and venerate the Myth 
I thus have experimented with- 
This Man, continue to adore him 
Rather than all who went before him, 
And all who ever followed after !’- 
Surely for this I may praise you, my brother! 
Will you take the praise in tears or laughter? 
That's one point gained : can] compass another? 
Unlearned love was safe from spurning~ 
Can't we respect your loveless learning? 
Let us at least give Learning honour! 
What laurels had we showered upon her, 
Girding her loins up to perturb 
Our theory of the Middle Verb; 
Or Turk-like brandishing a scimitar 
O’er anapeests in comic-trimeter; 
Or curing the halt and maimed Iketides, 
While we lounged on at our indebted ease: 
Instead of which, a tricksy demon 
Sets her at Titus or Philemon! 
When Ignorance wags his ears of leather 
And hates God's word, ’tis altogether ; 
Nor leaves he his congenial thistles 
To go and browse on Paul's Epistles. 
~ And you, the audience, who might ravage 
The world wide, enviably savage, 
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Nor heed the cry of the retriever, 

More than Herr Heine (before his fever),- 

I do not tell a lie so arrant 

As say my passion’s wings are furled up, 

And, without the plainest Heavenly warrant, 

I were ready and glad to give this world up - 
But still, when you rub the brow meticulous, 
And ponder the profit of turning holy 

If not for God’s, for your own sake solely, 

-God forbid I should find you ridiculous! 
Deduce from this lecture all that eases you, 
Nay, call yourselves, if the calling pleases you, 
‘Christians,’- abhor the Deist’s pravity ~ 

Go on, you shall no more move my gravity, 
Than, when I see boys ride a-cockhorse 

I find it in my heart to embarrass them 

By hinting that their stick’s a mock horse, [them. 
And they really carry what they say carries 


XIX 
So sate I talking with my mind. 
I did not long to leave the door 
And find a new church, as before, 
But rather was quiet and inclined 
To prolong and enjoy the gentle resting 
From further tracking and trying and testing. 
This tolerance is a genial mood! 
(Said I, and a little pause ensued). 
One trims the bark ’twixt shoal and shelf, 
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And sees, each side, the good effects of it, 

A value for religion’s self, 

A carelessness about the sects of it. 

Let me enjoy my own conviction, 

Not watch my neighbour’s faith with fretfulness, 
Still spying there some dereliction 

Of truth, perversity, forgetfulness! 

Better a mild indifferentism, 

Teaching that all our faiths (though duller 
His shines through a dull spirit’s prism) 
Originally had one colour- 

Sending me on a pilgrimage 

Through ancient and through modern times 
To many peoples, various climes, 

Where I may see Saint, Savage, Sage 

Fuse their respective creeds in one 

Before the general Father’s throne! 


XX 

~’T was the horrible storm began afresh! 
The black night caught me in his mesh, 
Whirled me up, and flung me prone. 
I was left on the college-step alone. 
I looked, and far there, ever fleeting 
Far, far away, the receding gesture, 
And looming of the lessening vesture, 
Swept forward from my stupid hand, 
While I watched my foolish heart expand - 
In the lazy glow of benevolence, ~ 
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O’er the various modes of man’s belief. 
I sprang up with fear’s vehemence. 
~ Needs must there be one way, our chief 
Best way of worship: let me strive 
To find it, and when found, contrive 
My fellows also take their share. 
This constitutes my earthly care: 
God’s is above it and distinct! 
For I, aman, with men am linked, 
And not a brute with brutes; no gain 
That I experience, must remain 
Unshared: but, should my best endeavour 
To share it, fail-subsisteth ever 
God's care above, and I exult 
That God, by God’s own ways occult, 
May - doth, I will believe-bring back . 
All wanderers to a single track! 
Meantime, I can but testify 
God’s care for me-no more, can I- 
It is but for myself I know. 
The world rolls witnessing around me 
Only to leave me as it found me; 
Men cry there, but my ear is slow. 
Their races flourish or decay 
- What boots it, while yon lucid way 
Loaded with stars, divides the vault? 
How soon my soul repairs its fault 
When, sharpening sense’s hebetude, 
She turns on my own life! So viewed, 
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No mere mote’s-breadth but teems immense 
With witnessings of providence: 
And woe to me if when I look 
Upon that record, the sole book 
Unsealed to me, I take no heed 
Of any warning that I read] 
Have I been sure, this Christmas-Eve, 
God’s own hand did the rainbow weave, 
Whereby the truth from heaven slid 
Into my soul?-I cannot bid 
The world admit He stooped to heal 
My soul, as ifin a thunder-peal 
Where one heard noise, and one saw flame, 
I only knew He named my name. 
And what is the world to me, for sorrow 
Or joy in its censure, when to-morrow 
It drops the remark, with just-turned head 
Then, on again~-that man is dead? 
Yes, ~ but for me-my named called,-drawn 
Asaconscript's lot from the lap’s black yawn, 
He has dipt into on a battle-dawn: 
Bid out of life by a nod, a glance,- 
Stumbling, mute-mazed, at nature’s chance,- 
With a rapid finger circled round, 
Fixed to the first poor inch of ground 
To fight from, where his foot was found; 
Whose ear but a minute since lay free 
To the wide camp’s buzz and gossipry ~ 
Summoned, a solitary man, 
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To end his life where his life began, 

From the safe glad rear, to the dreadful van! 
Soul of mine, hadst thou caught and held 

By the hem of the vesture! - 


XXI 
And I caught 

At the flying robe, and unrepelled 
Was lapped again in its folds full-fraught 
With warmth and wonder and delight, 
God’s mercy being infinite. 
For scarce had the words escaped my tongue, 
When, at a passionate bound, I sprung 
Out of the wandering world of rain, 
Into the little chapel again. 


XXII 
How else was | found there, bolt upright 
On my bench, as if I had never left it? 
- Never flung out on the common at night 
Nor met the storm and wedge-like cleft it, 
Seen the raree-show of Peter’s successor, 
Or the laboratory of the Professor! 
For the Vision, that was true, I wist, 
True as that heaven and earth exist. 
There sat my friend, the yellow and tall, 
Withhisneck and its wen in theself-same place; 
Yet my nearest neighbour’s cheek showed gall, 
She had slid away a contemptuous space: 
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And the old fat woman, late so placable, 
Eyed me with symptoms, hardly mistakable, 
Of her milk of kindness turning rancid: 
In short, a spectator might have fancied 
That I had nodded betrayed by a slumber, 
Yet kept my seat, a warning ghastly, [number, 
Through the heads of the sermon, nine in 
To wake up now at the tenth and lastly. 
Butagain, couldsuchadisgrace havehappened? 
Each friend at my elbow had surely nudged it; 
And, as for the sermon, where did my nap end? 
Unless I heard it, could I have judged it? 
Could I report as I do at the close, 
First, the preacher speaks through his nose: 
Second, his gesture is too emphatic: 
Thirdly, to waive what’s pedagogic, 
The subject-matter itself lacks logic: 
Fourthly, the English is ungrammatic. 
Great news! the preacher is found no Pascal, 
Whon, if1 pleased, I might to the task call 
Of making square to a finite eye 
The circle of infinity, 
And find so all-but-just-succeeding]! 
Great news! the sermon proves no reading 
Where bee-like in the flowers I may bury me, 
Like Taylor's, the immortal Jeremy! 
And now that I know the very worst of him, 
What was it I thought to obtain at first of him? 
Ha! Is God mocked, as He asks? 
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Shall I take on me to change His tasks, 

And dare, dispatched to a river-head 

For a simple draught of the element, 

Neglect the thing for which He sent, 

And return with another thing instead? - 
Saying, ‘Because the water found 

Welling up from underground, 

Is mingled with the taints of earth, 

While Thou, I know, dost laugh at dearth, 
And couldest, at a word, convulse 

The world with the leap of its river-pulse,- 
Therefore I turned from the oozings muddy, 
And bring thee a chalice I found, instead: 

See the brave veins in the breccia ruddy] 
One would suppose that the marble bled. 
What mattersthe water? Ahopel havenursed, 
That the waterless cup will quench my thirst.’ 
- Better have knelt at the poorest stream 

That trickles in pain from the straightest rift! 
For the less or the more is all God’s gift, 
Whoblocks up or breaks wide the granite-seam. 
And here, is there water or not, to drink? 

I, then, in ignorance and weakness, 

Taking God’s help, have attained to think 

My heart does best to receive in meekness 
That mode of worship, as most to His mind, 
Where earthly aids being cast behind, 

His Allin All appears serene 

With the thinnest human veil between, 
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Letting the mystic Lamps, the Seven, 

The many motions of His spirit, 

Pass, as they list, to earth from Heaven, 

For the preacher’s merit or demerit, 

It were to be wished the flaws were fewer 

In the earthen vessel, holding treasure, 

Which lies as safe in a golden ewer; 

Butthe main thing is, does it hold good measure? 

Heaven soon sets right all other matters!- 

Ask, else, these ruins of humanity, 

This flesh worn out to rags and tatters, 

This soul at struggle with insanity, 

Who thence take comfort, can I doubt, 

Which an empire gained, were a loss without. 

May it be mine! And let us hope 

That no worse blessing befall the Pope, 

Turn’d sick at last of the day’s buffoonery, 

Of his posturings and his petticoatings, 

Beside the Bourbon bully’s gloatings 

In the bloody orgies of drunk poltroonery! 

Nor may the Professor forego its peace 

At Gottingen, presently, when, in the dusk 

Of his life, if his cough, as I fear, should increase, 

Prophesied of by that horrible husk ; 

When, thicker and thicker, the darkness fills 

The world through his misty spectacles, 

And he gropes for something more substantial 

Than a fable, myth, or personification, 

May Christ do for him, what no mere man shall, 
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And stand confessed as the God of salvation! 
Meantime, in the still recurring fear 

Lest myself, at unawares, be found, [round, 
While attacking the choice of my neighbours 
Without my own made-I choose here! 

The giving out of the hymn reclaims me; 

I have done!- And if any blames me, 

Thinking that merely to touch in brevity 

The topics I dwell on, were unlawful,- 

Or, worse, that I trench, with undue levity, 

On the bounds of the holy and the awful,- 

I praise the heart, and pity the head of him, 
And refer myself to Thee, instead of him, 

Who head and heart alike discernest, 

Looking below light speech we utter 

When the frothy spume and frequent sputter 
Prove that the soul’s depths boil in earnest! 
May the truth shine out, stand ever before us! 

] put up pencil and join chorus 

To Hepzibah Tune, without further apology, 
The last five verses of the third section 

Of the seventeenth hymn in Whitfield’s Collec- 
To conclude with the doxology. [tion, 
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